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			AUTHOR’S NOTE

			This novel has been a long time in the making. In fact, I may have been writing it my entire life. In writing it, I have, of course, used my imagination. But much of it is also based on memory and on the stories my mother told me about our life in Indonesia and Japan during the trauma of World War II. And so, it is a multi-layered creation, the weaving together of fiction, biography, and memory, written in prose mostly and in poetic form, when I could not say it otherwise. It is also a work of many voices, because I felt that one voice could not have told the whole story.

			Most of the characters in the novel are based on actual people with different names, but they are, of course, also creations of the mind. Liesel Fiand, my mother, is portrayed as she was, but she is also part of me, and part of what I think she was, and certainly, part of what she will always be in my heart and in my memory.

			I wrote this book as a kind of necessity: because it is a good story; because it is my story; because it is a story that happened many years ago but is still relevant today in that for every war – run by careless leaders – there are innocent people trying to survive. But mostly, I wrote this book because it is a testimony to the strength and the love of one woman, a German woman, an ordinary woman, who rose above the ordinary and made a difference.

		

	
		
			FOREWARD

			I Cry for Innocence is a fascinating and moving story of civilians – particularly of one courageous woman, an ordinary German woman, who rose above the ordinary and made a difference as she and her three small children are caught, through no fault of their own, in the far-reaching tentacles of the second world war.

			At first, we see Liesel, her husband Willi and their three little girls, a two-year-old and six-week-old twins, living happily in the Dutch East Indies, unaware that they are about to be victimized by a conflict spawned in a Europe which they have left many years earlier. Soon after war in Europe breaks out, Willi is arrested and interned by the Dutch simply because he is German. Overwhelmed by accounts of the German invasion on Holland, former friends in the Dutch colony become enemies overnight, and do not raise a finger to help Liesel and her babies, despite the fact that she is half Dutch. She and her children are placed under detention, and are eventually sent to Japan.

			Liesel’s struggle to sustain herself and her youngsters amidst mostly hostile circumstances is riveting. It is a story of love and loyalty which endures despite seemingly insuperable odds. It is a story of adventure and survival introducing many characters in both heartbreaking and sometimes humorous situations. Liesel’s journey reveals that place deep within where heroes as well as villains can emerge in each of us during times of suffering and stress.

			We meet people who love beyond nationality and racial divides, and those who thrive on hatred and divisiveness, who glory in humiliating others and in making them pay and take the blame for all. These are often simple people, ordinary folks, neighbors whom war challenges to the limit and who respond in healing or in hurtful ways.

			Seldom do tales of war allow us to glimpse so deeply into the lives of its non-military victims – on both sides of the conflict. Seldom do we get a taste of the struggles for integrity and of the suffering they entail for people of every nationality who either accept the hatred of their leaders as their norm, or transcend it for sheer decency’s sake.

			I Cry for Innocence clearly shows how in wartime, it is the innocent who suffer most.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER ONE

			Mama was the sixth child of twelve. She was born in 1901 in the industrial heartland of the Ruhrgebiet, near Essen, Germany. Tiny, pretty and smart, with a mass of auburn curls and dark brown eyes, she was the darling of her father, Mathias Hoegner, a foreman at the giant steel mill in Oberhausen. The family’s front door – one of many in a row of grey brick houses, each connected with the next through shared walls and common cellars – was only a stone’s throw away from the huge iron gates of the mill, and she would often run there in the evening to meet her father and help him carry his lunch pail home.

			“And what have you done today, littlest one?” he would ask her, taking her small hand in his, and she would share with him her daily adventures.

			It was he who encouraged her to sing, recognizing early on that she had a remarkably clear soprano voice with perfect pitch. They sang together in the local church choir and performed at charity events. Opa Hoegner also helped her overcome her early-stage fright, telling her to think of the heads she faced in the darkened auditorium as so many heads of cabbage in a field, and of herself as the lark singing to them in the early morning.

			It was her voice also that first attracted Papa when he heard her sing at a charity affair in sun-drenched Surabaya, Java1, half-way across the world from her grey hometown. A dark-haired slip of a girl in a white dress, singing Schubert’s Heidenroeslein. He thought he had never heard anything so beautiful.

			Papa was a wealthy businessman by then – well established in Surabaya’s Dutch/German community and regarded by the matrons “in-the-know” as the catch of the season. Mama had come to Java as a governess/companion to the Jensens, a well-to-do Dutch family. Papa managed to be introduced and propose marriage within weeks, and she promptly refused. He was only twenty-eight and she was thirty-six. She saw herself ageing, while he was still in his prime. But he would hear none of her objections and, of course, in the end, he prevailed. Tenderness and charm were part of his southern German heritage; optimism and perseverance had made him a success, and those were forces she could not fight forever.

			“I will be old when you are still a young man, Willi.”

			“You will never be old to me!”

			“I’ve been alone too long.”

			“Time to be alone no longer.”

			“I’ve learned to be by myself. I like my independence.”

			“But Liesel, you want children! You are made for love!”

			Hannele was born eight months after they were married. Identical twin girls Baerbel and Resel made their appearance twenty months later, only weeks before the storm broke over the Dutch East Indies and Asia was caught in the grip of war.

			*     *     *

			The afternoon is hot and sultry. Sarangan2 is caught in a heat wave usually reserved for Surabaya this time of the year. People come to the lake, the mountains and the refreshing breezes to get away from the unbearable humidity of the city. But the heat of the city has crept up to the mountains, just like all the other troubles. One cannot get away from it. The thing has tentacles that reach everywhere.

			Liesel rearranges the pillows under the mosquito netting, turning them over, yet again, to the cooler side. She must get some rest.

			“What will happen next?” she wonders. “It certainly has been a dreadful morning! But at least all is quiet for now, and the children are finally napping. God knows how all this will end.”

			It had started with the nursemaid packing all her belongings early in the morning without saying a word. She would not respond to any of Hannele’s babble, and simply shrugged when Liesel asked her what she was doing. At the door she stopped, her brown eyes avoiding Liesel’s.

			“Father sick,” she mumbled under her breath, and ran down the steps towards the lake.

			Looking out of her window, Liesel had watched a mass exodus of the mostly native hotel staff carrying bundles of all shapes and sizes. Some were running, some walking, looking about furtively.

			Oma Becker, still in her housecoat, her grey hair not yet braided into the usual tight crown around her head, was standing on the front steps of the hotel, arguing in a loud voice, bordering on hysteria, with the chief gardener, a large, burly fellow who smiled too much and perspired profusely. He was in the process of leaving with the others; his belongings, and some that were obviously not his, loaded onto the hotel’s large green wheelbarrow. Oma Becker was making a feeble attempt to rescue some of the items before he had a chance to move away, and Liesel watched in disbelief as the fellow simply pushed his former employer out of the way with a large hairy arm and, smirking disdainfully, followed the others.

			“The place is practically empty now,” she thinks. “But who can blame them? They are not stupid. They know that something is wrong and don’t want to get caught in the middle. Working for a German hotel is not politically smart right now, so it’s best to go into hiding somewhere for the time being and let the white people fight it out. We’re at war! Germany and Holland, at war, and former friends do not speak to one another anymore. And so, smarter people than I stay at home with their husbands and don’t go traipsing into the mountains to get away from the heat, whatever that heat may be.” Liesel closes her eyes and tries in vain to relax and to pretend that this is all a bad dream.

			“I am not alone here in this godforsaken hotel with one old hysterical lady hotel manager and three small children. And Willi, oh why did I listen to him? Maybe if I had been there with him, they would at least have taken us away together. I would not have minded that, as long as we were together. God! What a difference that would make, to be with him, to know that he is safe, at least for now. It’s the uncertainty, the not knowing what they are doing to him, the powerlessness of not knowing anything!”

			But the twins had been so very sick; covered with a heat rash from head to toe, and nothing seemed to help. Resel had cried all night and had kept Baerbel awake. Liesel had not had a good night’s sleep for over a week, and the heat seemed to be getting worse. When Willi had found her in tears in the nursery, nothing would do but to pack them into the car and head for the mountains. They could stay there in the comfort of the Becker Hotel, and he would come to pick them up in a couple of weeks when the twins were feeling better and the heat in Surabaya had somewhat abated.

			“You need your rest, Willi said. “I should have seen this long ago. This place is not healthy for you or the children. And stop worrying! Nothing is going to happen to me!”

			But while he was happily chatting and arranging things, Liesel kept thinking of the three Dutch military policemen who had burst into their bedroom a few weeks earlier in the middle of the night, searching all the drawers, her “private things,” while she was sitting with the sheets draped around her, staring in disbelief. They had taken Willi in handcuffs to be interrogated. In the middle of the night! The pounding at the door, the bright lights, and three strangers staring at them through the mosquito netting.

			“Get up mijnheer3! You will have to come with us!”

			He had tried to protest, but they had simply repeated their demand while they searched through her lingerie. Three horrible days of questioning had produced nothing. In the end, they had had to let him go.

			“Look, Liesel, that was four weeks ago.” Willi had argued. “They would have come back for me by now if they’d dared. I am a private citizen! What could they possibly want with me, anyway?”

			He believed that the war would be over in a matter of weeks, and then everything would go back to normal. “They know that all this foolishness has to stop. Europe cannot afford this kind of thing again. And when it’s all over, we’ll all have to be friends again, won’t we?”

			Ever the optimist, Willi did not believe the stories that their friends had brought back from Germany. Bert and Greta Klausner had returned from leave in Hamburg and had told stories of looting and violence, Jewish slogans, stores deliberately ransacked, and the slightest resistance met with force.

			“Bert likes to hear himself talk.” Willi had scoffed. “He heard all this second and third hand. People always exaggerate. Who would deliberately throw good merchandise into the Elbe? The German police would not put up with something like that. And beating up old people in the streets? Come on! In Germany? Some Dummkopf might not care for the Jews, but can you believe for one moment the German people would allow something like this to go on?”

			It went against his very nature to accept the possibility of man’s inhumanity. He was basically an innocent, and that is why she loved him.

			“But what if it is true? she thought. “Could it not be true, some of it, anyway?” She knows that rumours do not start from nothing. “What will they do to him and to the other German men on the islands? What will they do to all of us? Innocence is no protection in war time, and hate, revenge for the wrongs of others is accepted, even expected, in war.”

			“We would have had nearly two more weeks together if I’d stayed where I belong. God! To be able to go back in time and not be burdened with what I know now. We were so happy! I would enjoy every tiny moment. I would savour it. I would store it in my memory to help me through the today, through the now.”

			It was his hands that she had fallen in love with. He thought it funny when she told him this. But it was true. There was something so reassuring about them. They were dependable hands. Large and strong and warm. And his eyes – grey eyes that smiled and would surprise her – flashing suddenly, making her feel weak inside.

			“I can feel it now, that strange, warm sensation,” she thinks. Oh God, let him be safe! Make them give him back to me!”

			*     *     *

			When Liesel had not heard from Willi for a few days, she tried to call Surabaya. But the operator had said that the lines were busy. Later, she said that the phone was out of order, and finally, that it had been disconnected. Liesel left the children with Oma Becker and drove down to Surabaya. Something was terribly wrong; she had to find out what had happened.

			The house was padlocked. Rough wooden planks criss-crossed the windows. A big sign read that trespassers would be jailed. She was no trespasser! This was her house, her home… or was it?

			She tried to look into the dining room from the glass doors at the back veranda. The place was bare. Not a stick of furniture. The walls, naked. There was a light patch on the wall where Hannele’s portrait had been.

			“Who would take that picture?” she wondered. “A little curly-haired girl with a sweet smile. Their little girl. Who would take a picture of their little girl? It was so cruel! And where was Willi? How could this happen in so short a time?”

			There was not a soul to be seen anywhere. Back on the street, Liesel caught sight of the house-boy, but he stared at her and ran. At Lotte’s, the servant looked flustered and said that Mevrouw4 was not in. Lotte’s husband worked for the Dutch government, and Liesel had known them even before she had met Willi. Their car was in the driveway. That meant her friend was somewhere in the house. A gentle push, and the servant let go of the door. And Lotte was there, looking worried and embarrassed.

			“Walter won’t like your being here. I’m not supposed to talk to you,” she said.

			“What is the matter with you? We are friends!” Liesel replied.

			“You made your choice when you married a German.” Lotte spat out that last word, like an oath. “Walter says it does not matter that you are half Dutch. You’re German now! And you’re not supposed to be here!”

			“Where is Willi?” Liesel asked. “What has happened? I’ve been in Sarangan with the children, and no one called me! You did not even think to call me!”

			Lotte would not meet her eyes. “They took him to the detention centre earlier this week.” Her voice was flat, no feeling.

			“What happened to the friendship we shared?” Liesel wondered.

			Lotte continued. “The day before yesterday, they sold all the contents of your house. First come, first serve. Curtains, right off the windows. Margo VanJan got your entire Rosenthal dinner service for ten gulden.” She actually sounded envious.

			Liesel left her standing at the door without another word. At the detention centre, she was told bluntly that her husband was not there. Precious time was lost begging for more information, but to no avail. They were all busy, she was wasting their time, and would she please leave. But outside, on the stairwell, one of the clerks waited for her, and whispered hurriedly that the German men had left that very noon for internment near Batavia.

			“They are stopping along the way to pick up more men, and the buses are old,” he added significantly, and signalled with his head in the direction of the main auto route.

			The road was dusty and badly paved. Twisting and turning around fields parched by the lack of rain. Behind every curve, Liesel thought she could catch a glimpse of a bus. The heat was oppressive, and her head was pounding. And then finally, there they were! Men milling around the side of the road. Guards shouting orders, cursing. Utter confusion. She screeched to a halt and ran along the side of the bus.

			“Willi! Willi!” she called.

			“He’s on the one just ahead of us!” someone shouted.

			Back into the car and on at breakneck speed. Nothing mattered now. He was just ahead. A mile, maybe half a mile. And yes, there was the other bus, parked at a filling station with men in the process of boarding. She ran along the windows, jumping up to see, screaming his name, waving frantically.

			“Willi! Willi Fiand! Your wife is here!”

			“Let the man out, will you?!”

			And suddenly Willi was there, holding her to him, and Liesel was crying. Stupid tears! All along the way, she had promised herself that, no matter what happened, she would not break down and cry. When she saw him – no tears! But the minute she was in his arms, her eyes betrayed her.

			“It won’t be long,” he said. “A few weeks, that’s all. Don’t worry about me, and don’t fret about the house. I’ll buy you a nicer one.”

			One of the guards pushed him roughly to get back on the bus. Another one told him to let them be.

			“Hold me, hold me, just for a moment longer!”

			And then he was gone, and Liesel was running along with the bus until it picked up speed and was lost in the dust. When she got back to Sarangan, Oma Becker said that she looked different. In the mirror, she saw that her hair was streaked with grey.

			*     *     *

			It is so very quiet outside. Almost too quiet. Hannele comes into the room, rubbing her eyes. The twins are still sleeping, though it is close to their feeding time.

			Suddenly, a screech of tires. A car door is slammed. Running feet and someone shouting. Liesel’s heart begins to pound. This has happened before… a few weeks ago in Surabaya. She gets up quickly and puts on a housecoat. They won’t find her unprepared this time.

			The door bursts open, and two men in uniform stare at her. Liesel knows one of them, a young man with straight blond hair which is always hanging over his eyes. He works at the police depot in the village and regularly checks the pleasure boats on Lake Sarangan to ensure that they meet all the safety regulations. She used to see him most afternoons when she went riding along the lake.

			“The hotel is being vacated and everyone is leaving, Mevrouw Fiand,” he says. His voice is shaking, and he does not look at her. “You have an hour to pack your things.” His face is quite red, and he turns quickly to leave.

			The twins start crying simultaneously.

			“I have three children under the age of two, and their Babu left this morning. I can’t possibly be ready on such short notice!” she exclaims.

			The second policeman now springs into action. He is small and fat, his uniform stained with perspiration. He has been waiting for just such an opportunity to speak. Four steps, and he is in the middle of the room.

			“Look at this!” he shouts. “Just look at this fancy room, while our friends and families are hiding in the cellars of Holland! They receive no warning, Mevrouw, when your dirty countrymen decide to flatten their homes! Consider yourself lucky that you have one full hour!”

			He turns and marches out grabbing his friend by the arm. At the door, he turns again.

			“One hour, Mevrouw!” he shouts.

			Oma runs in. She looks so old. “What will they do to us? Where will they take us?”

			Liesel had been hoping that the officials in Surabaya would be too busy to bother with Sarangan, and they would forget about her hotel until after the war. Now her world is tumbling around her feet. She already knows what that feels like.

			“I have to get the children ready. Can you give me a hand?”

			“Give you a hand? What about my things? I’ll never make it in time!” Oma shouts. She turns and runs around the room, frantically grabbing a pillow, a blanket, and then rushes out.

			Liesel realizes with sudden certainty that if she is going to survive this, she will have to do it on her own. “I’ll throw a few things into a suitcase, and then I’ll nurse the twins. Surely they won’t move me with a child at my breast.”

			

			
				
						1	Surabaya is the capital city of the Indonesian province of East Java on Java island, one of the Greater Sunda Islands in Indonesia.


						2	Sarangan is an urban village in Plaosan District, Magetan Regency in East Java Province.


						3	A Dutch word meaning “Mister”


						4	A Dutch word meaning “Madam”.


				

			

		

	
		
			CHAPTER TWO

			Papa was not a tall man – possibly five foot nine – with broad shoulders and strong, capable hands. Pictures of him at twenty-eight show an intelligent face with a high forehead and strong eyebrows, his head square-shaped rather than round, and his hairline, even then, markedly receding. His eyes were grey-green and kind; they were smiling eyes, which, while eagerly observant, hinted at the mind of an idealist, a dreamer, who would see only the good in people, and did not suspect darkness.

			He was born in 1909 in Haslach, a small village on the outskirts of the beautiful medieval city of Freiburg, in Breisgau, in the heart of the Black Forest region of Germany. And until the day he died, after travelling around the globe and seeing incredible sights, it was this little corner of the world – Freiburg and its cathedral, the Muenster, with its Gothic tower, built of stone and light, and the mountains that surround it, like a green garland – which were at the centre of his heart and longing.

			He was the oldest of three boys. Oma Fiand had given birth to three children who had all died in infancy. So, of course, Papa, the first to survive, was especially dear to her.

			“He was my heart’s delight,” she told me. “So quiet and smart, and always in the books. He could not get enough of books.” She shook her head. “Your Opa did not like this,” she said. “He thought that Wilhelm wanted to become too big for his place in life. They were always fighting.”

			“Your Opa would not let him go to university, you know. Wilhelm had a scholarship, and the village pastor was going to pay for all his other expenses, but Opa said no, and that was the end of it. So, your Papa ran away from home. He was only sixteen. I went up to his room one morning and found a letter. He had left in the middle of the night. It broke my heart.”

			I can still see her face, heart-shaped and sweet, and her blue eyes full of remembered pain.

			“He said he would write me, and that I should not worry about him. But he did not write, not for a long, long time. Young people don’t think of the hurt they can cause. He did not mean to hurt me, I know. But I waited and waited for a word from him, and then I thought that something bad must have happened to him. For so long a time I waited, and then I thought that he was surely dead.”

			Papa worked in Holland and then in Norway, and finally he signed on as a crew member of a British merchant ship and traveled around the world several times, picking up languages as he went: English, French, Dutch, Norwegian. On shore-leave in Surabaya, he fell ill with typhoid fever and had to be left behind. When his ship stopped there again several months later, he was fully recovered, had made friends, found employment, and saved enough money to buy out his contract. He never saw his father again. By the time he wrote home, Opa had died of an accidental fall at work, and Oma was a widow.

			*     *     *

			Liesel has only received one letter from Willi in over a month. It was very short, like the ones all the other women had received. She suspects that the men were told not to exceed twenty-five words. He wrote that he was well; not to worry. He missed her and the children. Could she send him a picture? She was always in his thoughts and in his heart.

			Colonel Van Decker, the Dutch officer who checks on the ladies at Rosenhof every morning, has told her that the men are fine, but are no longer permitted to write unless there is an emergency. And so, she must rely on what she hears from the Colonel and try not to listen to the ever-changing rumors of which there seems to be no end of supply:

			“The men are still near Batavia.”

			“No, no, they are no longer there. They are being moved to the other end of the island.”

			“No, they are being shipped to Atjeh on Sumatra next week, because the Dutch think the war will last years, and they want the prisoners to be in a more secure place.”

			“And yes, there is room at the women’s internment camp; and yes, everyone will be moved there shortly.”

			The thought of the Surabaya internment camp makes her shiver. It is a dusty, dirty place and unbearably hot, with barbed wire fences and no washing facilities, or at least not enough for all those women and children. Rumor has it that most of the children are sick, and that all the women are fighting.

			Liesel does not want to think about it. She has resigned herself to let things happen as they will. It is all beyond her control. But she knows that they are tremendously lucky to be where they are. The air is clear and crisp at Rosenhof, and a cool mountain breeze keeps the temperature at a comfortable level, day and night. They have been here two months now, but things being as they are, this is probably too good to last.

			The move from the hotel had turned out to be much less traumatic than she had feared. They had had more than three hours to get their things together at the hotel. No one showed up until after eight in the evening, when an army van stopped at the front steps and a tall young man in uniform, whom she had never seen before, ran up to the door and surveyed the scene in the foyer: two distraught women, two babies in baskets, a little girl sleeping on a sofa, and a pile of luggage.

			“Well, it looks as though you are ready to go,” he smiled. “Sorry if I made you wait.”

			What a difference from the two earlier ruffians! He had told them that they, together with about a dozen other German women and children who had been vacationing in the mountains, were being taken to Rosenhof, a villa that had been confiscated for the purpose, and was only a few miles from Sarangan, higher up in the mountains. Liesel was familiar with the place. It belonged to a Dutch doctor who had returned to Holland when he had become ill with a kidney disease. Airy and bright, with spacious rooms, wide corridors, and large windows overlooking the Sarangan valley and lake, it had extensive grounds, carefully groomed, and even a tennis court. She could hardly believe their good fortune. They were to be placed under house-arrest but would be free to enjoy the gardens. The large iron gate at the entrance of a wide gravel path leading to the house would be kept locked, and provisions would be brought to the villa as required.

			“You might find it a bit crowded, Mevrouw,” the young officer had said, looking at the sleeping babies and Hannele, who had wakened and was by now hanging onto Liesel’s skirt. “You’ll have one room only, and you’ll be the only one with small children. But it is better than the camp, I think.” He had dropped them off at Rosenhof and helped bring their things inside. She had not seen him since.

			Colonel Van Decker, who used to be a regular visitor at the hotel in Sarangan, had driven up in his grey jeep the first morning after their arrival at Rosenhof and had almost bumped into Liesel, who was just leaving the house to go for a walk with Hannele. A tall, rotund man in his late forties, he had a habit of walking with his head bowed as if concentrating on the ground in front of him, and he regularly collided with several immovable objects on his inspection tours.

			“This is most unfortunate, Mevrouw Fiand,” he stammered when he recognized Liesel. She was not quite certain whether he meant her arrest the day before or the war in general. Taking out his boldly checkered handkerchief, he nervously wiped the perspiration from his shining forehead. The few blond strands of hair left to him, now rapidly turning grey, were carefully parted at the side and combed forward at a slant to give the deceiving appearance of plenty.

			“I know all the ladies here, and… well… I am sure we can work fine together… just fine. Er… I check in every morning, you know, of course… well, just to make sure all is fine. Regulations, you know, er… And then, oh, well… one might have an emergency or other. At any rate, Mevrouw…” he smiled tentatively, obviously ill at ease, “I will be at your service.” He clicked his heels together, German fashion, and made a little formal bow.

			“How odd!” Liesel thought, hiding a smile. “This is our jailer! It could be worse.” His embarrassed manner caught her completely by surprise, but before she had a chance to form an adequate reply, Hannele came skipping along, smiling brightly.

			“Onkel Otto! Onkel Otto!” she cried, running up to him and hugging his legs. “Come visit me?”

			“Hannele, this is Colonel Van Decker. He is a very busy man I’m sure, and you must not hang onto his trousers!” Liesel tried to free the Colonel from Hannele’s tight hold.

			“Is this your little girl?” he asked surprised. “We know each other quite well from Sarangan. Her Babu told me that she has twin sisters too!” He was on one knee now, stroking Hannele’s tight curls.

			“Yes, I have three little ones.” Liesel said quietly. She was not asking for special consideration, but he might as well know how things stood.

			He got up with a sigh and looked down at her in a strangely kind way. She did not realize how very vulnerable she looked, standing there in front of him, trying so hard to appear unconcerned and independent. The top of her head did not even reach his shoulder.

			“Mevrouw, I will do what I can for you. Do me the honor of considering me your friend.” He bowed again and strode heavily up the steps of the main house, while Liesel kept Hannele’s moist little hand tightly clasped in hers to stop her from chasing after him and tried to control the tears that
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